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Chapter one 


Chapter 1 

Liriel 

As | walked, my thoughts would often drift elsewhere; | was a solitary creature living 
alone in a small cottage deep in the woods. While | loved the peace that came with 
living in isolation, there were times when the silence was deafening, and my heart 
ached for companionship. 

| noticed a wounded bird lying on the ground. | knelt and gently placed my hands on its 
feathers, my magic flowing from my fingertips into the bird, releasing peace and healing. 
After a few moments, the bird fluttered its wings and flew away, good as new. As | 
finished the healing session, | felt a sense of calm wash over me. 

As a fae healer, | soent most of my time in nature, using my abilities to heal injured 
animals and encourage plant growth. It was a part of me, like breathing or blinking. 
Every morning, | would venture out into the forest, the fresh scent of pine needles and 
wildflowers filling my lungs. | would take a deep breath and let it out slowly, feeling any 
tension of the previous day leaving my body. 

A pitiful squall with a slight cry alerted me to a bundle nestled in a bush. As | got closer, 
| realized it was a human baby, no older than a few months, with bright pink cheeks. | 
looked around. Searching for other humans or anything that could have left it here. The 
baby—a girl by the looks of it— was utterly defenseless. Without thinking, | crouched 
down beside it. My heart filled with a sense of protectiveness for the baby. Without 
hesitation, | scooped up the burlap sack containing the baby and held her to my chest. | 
closed my eyes and let my magic flow through me, searching for any signs of the 
parents, trying to sense any trails or signs that could lead me to them. But the energy in 
the area was oddly muddled, making it difficult for me to pick up on anything. Despite 
my best efforts, it seemed as if whoever had left the baby had taken great care to cover 
their tracks and remain hidden. | couldn’t find any leads, leaving me with the weight of 
the responsibility of caring for the baby. 

Amara was a trooper, never really crying as | learned to feed her properly, change her 
diapers, and soothe her when she was fussy. | spent countless hours reading to her 
and playing with her, watching in awe as Amara grew. It was challenging work, but | 
found joy in this newfound responsibility and the bond | formed with Amara. 

| couldn’t shake off the worry and fear that came with raising a human in the fae world. | 
couldn’t determine who had left the baby or why. Was the child abandoned because of 
her human blood? Or was there another reason behind it? 

| would sing while bouncing her on my knee. “Amara is smart. Amara is kind. Amara is 
all mine,” and I’d hug her to my chest and then start the song again. She was delicate 
and fragile with smooth pale skin, her hair a soft blonde, and her eyes a deep blue, so 
full of life and curiosity. 

| watched with pride as she achieved each new milestone as she grew. | remember the 
day that little bum moved forward. She was so determined, her little legs kicking and 
her arms pulling, trying to go forward and not backward, and she then was crawling 
before | could catch her; she found the recycle bin and dumped it all over her. | 
watched her giggling and swishing the tomatoes between her fingers, then wiping them 
on her shirt for a while. She loved bath time. She would blow bubbles and splash in the 
wash basin. 

When she finally took her first steps, stumbling and giggling joyfully, | felt a rush of 
emotion. | held her hands, guiding her as she slowly took each step, and encouraged 
her to keep going. In the years that followed, Amara’s steps turned into runs, and we 


would spend hours outside, feeling the breeze on our faces as we chased each other 
through the trees. She was fearless and curious, always eager to explore and learn 
more about the world around her. And much as | tried to shield her from the dangers of 
the fae world, | knew that, eventually, she would have to face them on her own. But for 
now, | was content to watch her run and play, free from the burden of the harsh realities 
that lay ahead. 

Amara, for a six-year-old human, was extremely intelligent, wise beyond her years, kind, 
and compassionately filled with wonder. She loved spending time in the woods 
collecting herbs and chasing after butterflies. She would often ask me questions about 
the world beyond our home, and | would do my best to honestly answer her while 
shielding her from the truth about the dangers that lay ahead. 

“Momma, why can’t we live with the other fairies?” Amara asked one day. 

“Living in the Faerie Kingdom can be dangerous, Amara. There are many different 
factions and conflicts, and it’s not safe for humans,” | replied, choosing my words 
carefully. 

“But I’m not just a human, and I’m your daughter. Doesn’t that mean anything?” she 
asked, looking up at me with curious eyes. 

“Of course it does, my dear. But some fae might not understand our connection and 
might see you as a threat, “I explained, hoping she wouldn’t press the issue any further. 
| could feel a sense of dread looming over us. As Amara grew older, it became harder 
to keep her hidden. | knew that | needed to devise a plan to protect Amara from the 
dangers outside of our woodland home. 

| focused on the present, enjoying my time with Amara for now. 

Amara looked down, processing my words. “Il understand, Momma. | love you,” she 
said, smiling up at me. 

One day, as we were walking, Amara picked a handful of flowers and started to twirl 
around. “Look, Momma! I’m a fairy princess!” she exclaimed. | smiled at her innocence. 
| often talked to the animals and plants | healed and poured out my thoughts and 
feelings. 

Now that Amara was old enough to help as | gathered mushrooms and herbs, this was 
a great help. She often would play with the animals that | healed—holding them and 
talking to them in a soothing tone, naming them, and stating that they were my friends. 
The woods came alive with an array of colors, sights, sounds, and smells - the vibrant 
green leaves of the trees glistened in the sunlight, and the sweet aroma of blooming 
flowers filled my nose. We made our way through the woods. | scanned the area for 
any signs of work that needed to be done, such as healing. 

Amara skipped along, singing her made-up songs and jabbered to the animals as we 
made our rounds. 

For some reason, that day, Amara stopped and placed flowers on a rock, then used 
mud to make a face and announced that this was her new best friend. Thank the 
goddess, the rock was not heavy. 

We carried it home and placed it in the garden so she could have tea parties and share 
her lessons with the rock. 

| could hear her singing her songs to the rock. “Mr. Stone, | think Momma can get us 
some more rocks, and then we can make the rest of your body too. Would you like 
that?” 

Of course, the rock didn’t make a sound, but Amara placed new flowers for its hair and 
made a hat from the reeds she found by the pond. 


| was happy the hair and hat were not made of the pond’s smelly moss. Dirty and 
happy is how I'd describe her to my fae friends. | didn’t see my friends much after | 
started caring for Amara. | think they were afraid that the court would find out about the 
human child and they would be punished for knowing and not talking about it. 


Chapter two 


Chapter 2 

Rafael 

The energy in the air felt charged and alive, with a palpable magic that surrounded me. 
The trees were tall and luscious, and the sky was clear blue. My attention was drawn to 
something moving in the distance; as | flew closer to investigate, | could see that this 
area was more secluded and untouched by the outside world. As a strong masculine 
gargoyle shifter, I’ve traveled throughout the fae world. But with the vibrant colors of the 
surrounding flora and fauna, the air was filled with the sweet fragrance of blooming 
flowers and the earthy aroma of freshly fallen leaves. | noticed the strength of the limbs 
and branches in the vast and tall hundreds of years old the energy in the air felt 
charged and alive, with palpable magic that surrounded me. The trees were tall and 
luscious, and the sky was clear blue. My attention was drawn to something moving in 
the distance; as | flew closer to investigate, | could see that this area was more 
secluded and untouched by the outside world. As a strong masculine gargoyle shifter, 
I've traveled throughout the fae world. But with the vibrant colors of the surrounding 
flora and fauna, the air was filled with the sweet fragrance of blooming flowers and the 
earthy aroma of freshly fallen leaves. | noticed the strength of the limbs and branches 
in the vast and tall hundreds of years old trees. 

From high above, | saw a small, delicate Sidhe woman holding a human baby in her 
arms, and my curiosity turned to amazement. | had never seen such an unusual pairing 
before. 

With my curiosity piqued, | decided to observe them from afar, and as | did, | noticed 
the intricate details of their home, which is nestled deep in the woods. 

Their cottage was made of stone and blended seamlessly with the natural surroundings. 
It looked small but cozy, with a thatched roof and neatly trimmed garden around it. | 
could hear a small brook nearby, and | imagined the water would be refreshing. The 
sun was shining brightly, and the way it filtered through the leaves of the trees created 
a kaleidoscope of colors that danced around the garden. It was a peaceful and serene 
place, far removed from the noise and chaos of the outside world. 

At night, when the two were fast asleep, | would take to the skies making sure to keep 
my distance from their dwelling and avoid any unnecessary noise or commotion. | 
would watch over them as they slept, taking in the calming energy of the fae world 
around me. While in flight, | almost struck a bat that seemed to be mindlessly watching 
the cottage too. 

As the days turned into weeks, | found myself growing attached to the child and the fae 
woman. There was something about the way she cared for the child that touched my 
heart. | could see the love in her eyes as she looked at the child, and the fierce 
protectiveness she had for her was admirable. 

One evening, as they prepared to head inside for the night, | perched in my hidden spot; 
| lost my balance and fell. My heart skipped a beat as | realized that | had been heard. 
Fearing that my gargoyle would scare them, | shifted to my human form. | froze, not 
wanting to startle her, but it was too late. She turned toward me, and our eyes met. For 
a moment, we just stared at each other, and | saw curiosity in her gaze. | knew that | 
could not hide from them any longer. After all, | had been watching over them for the 
last six years. 

| was prepared for her to attack, but she looked at me calmly instead. 

“Momma is it hurt; do we need to help it?” the child asked. The woman s-h-h the child 


without turning her head. 

| had landed hard on the ground in my gargoyle form, saving me from injury. | quickly 
looked down and thought, “Good, the spell is still working, and my clothes were on. | 
could feel her assessing me, trying to determine if | was a threat; after a mere moment, 
she smiled and spoke to me in a gentle voice. “What brings you to the outskirts of the 
fae world?” she asked. 

| could feel her suspicion, and | knew that she was right. As a shifter wno had no 
business being here, | was an outsider in this world. | looked at her and the child she 
had gathered in her arms upon my falling; | felt drawn to them. | wanted to know more 
about them, about their lives and their connection to this magical world. So, | decided to 
take a chance. 

“I’m Raphael,” | said, offering my hand. 

Taking my hand into hers, “Liriel,” she replied. Her touch was warm and gentle, and | 
felt a jolt of electricity shoot through me. Facing the child towards me, she said, “And 
this is ...Amara—my daughter,” 

| looked at Amara, and | could see and almost feel the connection of love and affection 
they had for each other. 

At first, it was easy to tell that Liriel was wary of me, as any fae would be of a shifter, let 
alone a gargoyle. But | reassured her that | meant them no harm and that after falling 
from a tree, | just wanted to rest for a while. To my surprise, she reluctantly welcomed 
me into their cottage. 

Liriel began waving her hand, and it looked like she was saying something under her 
breath. 

When Liriel showed me into their home, | was struck by the coziness. However, it was 
small but filled with warmth and character. The walls were lined with shelves that held 
jars of herbs, vials of shimmering powders, and stacks of old leather-bound books. The 
scent of lavender and rosemary drifted in the air. 

While Liriel got Amara ready for bed, Amara chattered excitedly about everything she 
had learned that day, and Liriel listened with a smile. 

| sat on one of the comfortable straw chairs watching Liriel be gentle and patient with 
the child, brushing her long hair until it shone like silk. 

After two books and a glass of water, Amara had drifted off to sleep., Liriel poured me 
a cup of tea, and | noticed the intricate vine-like tattoo on her arm. “That’s a beautiful 
tattoo,” | remarked, hoping to break the ice. 

Liriel looked down at her tattoo and smiled at me, “Thank you. I’ve always felt a strong 
bond with nature, and it’s a symbol of my connection to the forest.” 

| nodded, agreeing, “Your home is a testament to your connection to the woods.” 
Liriel’s expression softened as she gazed around the cozy cottage. “Yes, I’ve always 
felt safe and at peace here. It’s the perfect place to raise Amara.” 

“Speaking of Amara,” | said, “Is she always so inquisitive? She seems quite curious 
about me.” 

“Yes, she is. She’s always been fascinated by the creatures of the forest. But don’t 
worry; she’s harmless.” Liriel chuckled. 

“| don’t doubt that,” | replied. “So, how did you become Amara’s mother?” 

Liriel’s smile faded slightly, “About six years ago; | found her abandoned in the woods. 
It was a forbidden and dangerous decision, taking in a human child. But | couldn’t leave 
her there to die. | raised her as my own, and she’s been the light of my life ever since.” 
Liriel continued softly. “She’s become my world.” 

| noticed the tenderness in Liriel’s voice as she spoke of Amara. “Yes, | can tell,” | said 


with a smile. 

| felt a deep admiration for Liriel’s selflessness and courage, so | listened with rapt 
attention. As a gargoyle shifter, | had always been taught to keep to myself and avoid 
getting too close to other beings. But there was something about Liriel and Amara that 
drew me in. 

We sat in comfortable silence for a while, sipping our tea and enjoying the warmth of 
the cottage. Despite the danger | posed as a gargoyle, Liriel welcomed me into her 
home without much hesitation. | had a warm feeling of gratitude for her kindness and 
hospitality. 

The night wore on, and Liriel and | talked, our conversation ebbing and flowing like the 
tide. | felt like | belonged for the first time in a long time. The fire burned down to mere 
embers, casting a warm glow across the room, and | felt a sense of peace settle over 
me. 

| brushed my pants and shirt like there could be dust or crumbs on me and stood. | was 
readying myself to go back to my hiding spot. 

Liriel looked at me with a warm smile, sensing my thoughts, and said, “Raphael, you’re 
welcome to stay if you’d like. “She didn’t pry into my background or ask questions that 
might have made me uncomfortable. Instead, she offered me her open-hearted 
hospitality. 

Her kindness touched me deeply, and | felt a sense of gratitude that | hadn’t felt ina 
long time. It was as if fate had brought me to this small cottage in the woods, where | 
had found something that | had been searching for all my life. 

| realized | was drawn into their way of life, containing little chaos and more happiness, 
as | landed a short distance from the fae. Liriel’s unwavering dedication to raising 
Amara with love and care was something | had never seen before, and | admire her for 
it. | realized that | had grown quite fond of Liriel. She was kind, gentle, and fiercely loyal 
to those she loved. | knew that | had feelings for her, even though it was forbidden for a 
shifter to be with a fae. 

| was torn between my heart and my head, and | knew that, eventually, | would have to 
make a choice. But for now, | tried to enjoy every moment | spent with Liriel and Amara, 
cherishing the warmth of their love and the safety of their home. 

| tried to Suppress my growing feelings, knowing that it could never be. But the more 
time | spent with Liriel, the harder it became. | found myself wanting to be near her, to 
hold her close and protect her from any harm that might come her way. 

Despite the risks, | hope that maybe one day, Liriel might feel the same way about me. 
Until then, | would stay by her side and protect them both. 

From high above, | saw a small, delicate Sidhe woman holding a human baby in her 
arms, and my curiosity turned to amazement. | had never seen such an unusual pairing 
before. 

With my curiosity piqued, | decided to observe them from afar, and as | did, | noticed 
the intricate details of their home, which is nestled deep in the woods. 

Their cottage was made of stone and blended seamlessly with the natural surroundings. 
It looked small but cozy, with a thatched roof and neatly trimmed garden around it. | 
could hear a small brook nearby, and | imagined the water would be refreshing. The 
sun was shining brightly, and the way it filtered through the leaves of the trees created 
a kaleidoscope of colors that danced around the garden. It was a peaceful and serene 
place, far removed from the noise and chaos of the outside world. 

At night, when the two were fast asleep, | would take to the skies making sure to keep 


my distance from their dwelling and avoid any unnecessary noise or commotion. | 
would watch over them as they slept, taking in the calming energy of the fae world 
around me. While in flight, | almost struck a bat that seemed to be mindlessly watching 
the cottage too. 

As the days turned into weeks, | found myself growing attached to the child and the fae 
woman. There was something about the way she cared for the child that touched my 
heart. | could see the love in her eyes as she looked at the child, and the fierce 
protectiveness she had for her was admirable. 


One evening, as they prepared to head inside for the night, | perched in my hidden spot; 
| lost my balance and fell. My heart skipped a beat as | realized that | had been heard. 
Fearing that my gargoyle would scare them, | shifted to my human form. | froze, not 
wanting to startle her, but it was too late. She turned toward me, and our eyes met. For 
a moment, we just stared at each other, and | saw curiosity in her gaze. | knew that | 
could not hide from them any longer. After all, | had been watching over them for the 
last six years. 

| was prepared for her to attack, but she looked at me calmly instead. 

“Momma is it hurt; do we need to help it?” the child asked. The woman s-h-h the child 
without turning her head. 

| had landed hard on the ground in my gargoyle form, saving me from injury. | quickly 
looked down and thought, “Good, the spell is still working, and my clothes were on. | 
could feel her assessing me, trying to determine if | was a threat; after a mere moment, 
she smiled and spoke to me in a gentle voice. “What brings you to the outskirts of the 
fae world?” she asked. 

| could feel her suspicion, and | knew that she was right. As a shifter who had no 
business being here, | was an outsider in this world. | looked at her and the child she 
had gathered in her arms upon my falling; | felt drawn to them. | wanted to know more 
about them, about their lives and their connection to this magical world. So, | decided to 
take a chance. 

“I’m Raphael,” | said, offering my hand. 

Taking my hand into hers, “Liriel,” she replied. Her touch was warm and gentle, and | 
felt a jolt of electricity shoot through me. Facing the child towards me, she said, “And 
this is ...Amara—my daughter,” 

| looked at Amara, and | could see and almost feel the connection of love and affection 
they had for each other. 

At first, it was easy to tell that Liriel was wary of me, as any fae would be of a shifter, let 
alone a gargoyle. But | reassured her that | meant them no harm and that after falling 
from a tree, | just wanted to rest for a while. To my surprise, she reluctantly welcomed 
me into their cottage. 

Liriel began waving her hand, and it looked like she was saying something under her 
breath. 

When Liriel showed me into their home, | was struck by the coziness. However, it was 
small but filled with warmth and character. The walls were lined with shelves that held 
jars of herbs, vials of shimmering powders, and stacks of old leather-bound books. The 
scent of lavender and rosemary drifted in the air. 

While Liriel got Amara ready for bed, Amara chattered excitedly about everything she 
had learned that day, and Liriel listened with a smile. 

| sat on one of the comfortable straw chairs watching Liriel be gentle and patient with 
the child, brushing her long hair until it shone like silk. 


After two books and a glass of water, Amara had drifted off to sleep., Liriel poured me 
a cup of tea, and | noticed the intricate vine-like tattoo on her arm. “That’s a beautiful 
tattoo,” | remarked, hoping to break the ice. 

Liriel looked down at her tattoo and smiled at me, “Thank you. I’ve always felt a strong 
bond with nature, and it’s a symbol of my connection to the forest.” 

| nodded, agreeing, “Your home is a testament to your connection to the woods.” 
Liriel’s expression softened as she gazed around the cozy cottage. “Yes, I’ve always 
felt safe and at peace here. It’s the perfect place to raise Amara.” 

“Speaking of Amara,” | said, “Is she always so inquisitive? She seems quite curious 
about me.” 

“Yes, she is. She’s always been fascinated by the creatures of the forest. But don’t 
worry; she’s harmless.” Liriel chuckled. 

“| don’t doubt that” | replied. “So, how did you become Amara’s mother?” 

Liriel’s smile faded slightly, “About six years ago; | found her abandoned in the woods. 
It was a forbidden and dangerous decision, taking in a human child. But | couldn’t leave 
her there to die. | raised her as my own, and she’s been the light of my life ever since.” 
Liriel continued softly. “She’s become my world.” 

| noticed the tenderness in Liriel’s voice as she spoke of Amara. “Yes, | can tell,” | said 
with a smile. 

| felt a deep admiration for Liriel’s selflessness and courage, so | listened with rapt 
attention. As a gargoyle shifter, | had always been taught to keep to myself and avoid 
getting too close to other beings. But there was something about Liriel and Amara that 
drew me in. 

We sat in comfortable silence for a while, sipping our tea and enjoying the warmth of 
the cottage. Despite the danger | posed as a gargoyle, Liriel welcomed me into her 
home without much hesitation. | had a warm feeling of gratitude for her kindness and 
hospitality. 

The night wore on, and Liriel and | talked, our conversation ebbing and flowing like the 
tide. | felt like | belonged for the first time in a long time. The fire burned down to mere 
embers, casting a warm glow across the room, and | felt a sense of peace settle over 
me. 

| brushed my pants and shirt like there could be dust or crumbs on me and stood. | was 
readying myself to go back to my hiding spot. 

Liriel looked at me with a warm smile, sensing my thoughts, and said, “Raphael, you’re 
welcome to stay if you’d like. “She didn’t pry into my background or ask questions that 
might have made me uncomfortable. Instead, she offered me her open-hearted 
hospitality. 

Her kindness touched me deeply, and | felt a sense of gratitude that | hadn’t felt ina 
long time. It was as if fate had brought me to this small cottage in the woods, where | 
had found something that | had been searching for all my life. 

| realized | was drawn into their way of life, containing little chaos and more happiness, 
as | landed a short distance from the fae. Liriel’s unwavering dedication to raising 
Amara with love and care was something | had never seen before, and | admire her for 
it. | realized that | had grown quite fond of Liriel. She was kind, gentle, and fiercely loyal 
to those she loved. | knew that | had feelings for her, even though it was forbidden for a 
shifter to be with a fae. 

| was torn between my heart and my head, and | knew that, eventually, | would have to 
make a choice. But for now, | tried to enjoy every moment | spent with Liriel and Amara, 


cherishing the warmth of their love and the safety of their home. 

| tried to Suppress my growing feelings, knowing that it could never be. But the more 
time | spent with Liriel, the harder it became. | found myself wanting to be near her, to 
hold her close and protect her from any harm that might come her way. 

Despite the risks, | hope that maybe one day, Liriel might feel the same way about me. 
Until then, | would stay by her side and protect them both. 


Chapter three 


Chapter 3 

Liriel 

Four months later. 

As Amara grew older, | knew it was important to teach her about the world and the 
dangers that lurked within it. | wanted her to be prepared and to understand the 
consequences of her actions. So, | began to teach her the things | had learned 
throughout my long life. | began teaching Amara how to protect and defend herself. | 
showed her basic self-defense moves and explained the importance of always being 
aware of her surroundings. But | also stressed the importance of choosing her battles 
wisely and always thinking before acting. “Not every fight is worth fighting, Amara,” | 
told her. “Sometimes, it’s better to walk away and let things go, especially if they’re not 
worth risking your safety or the safety of others.” Amara looked to Raphael for 
confirmation of what | said. 

Raphael nodded his head and smiled. “Your mom is a very wise person, so I'd listen to 
her.” 

The more time he spent with us, the more | found myself ogling him. Raphael was 
enormously strong, even in human form, and had the muscle to knock down the dead 
trees and make firewood faster than | believed could be done without magic. 

Most nights, we would sit by the fire and talk about anything that came up, and | found 
myself wanting to touch his chest and taste his bottom lip. | got distracted looking into 
those grey eyes and found myself opening up to him in ways | never had with anyone 
else. | felt like | could spill my soul to him. On those nights, | would chastise myself for 
my thoughts, knowing he could not possibly have the same feelings for me. 

One evening, as we were sitting outside watching the stars, breaking the comfortable 
silence, | spoke up, “Raphael, may | ask you something?” | said softly. 

“Of course, Liriel. Ask me anything,” he replied, turning to look at her soft sparkling face. 
“Have you ever been in love?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. 

There was a long pause. | watched, wanting to see the reaction. “Do you believe in 
love, Raphael?” | asked. 

He turned to look at me, our eyes meeting, and | saw the same question reflected in his 
gaze. “Yes, Liriel, | do,” he said firmly. 

“Even if it goes against everything you’ve been taught?” | pressed my voice barely 
above a whisper. 

“| believe that, too,” he whispered. 

“And Raphael, | want you to know that you’re not alone. | care about you.” 

| knew that | was in deep trouble when | felt a surge of emotion well up inside of me.., | 
couldn’t deny the way | felt about him any longer, and | knew that | had to tell him the 
truth. 

| licked my lips and leaned in to look into his concerned eyes. “What is it, Liriel?” he 
asked. 

| took a deep breath, steeling myself for what | knew was going to be a difficult 
conversation. “I think I’m falling in love with you,” we both blurted out. 

| shocked myself, and | couldn’t believe he felt it too. 

With our embarrassment obvious, we both walked away to process this. | couldn’t keep 
the smile off my face, the giggle, and the flutter | felt in my heart. On my way back to 
the cottage, | took a longer route than | knew he would, and just on the other side of the 
meadow, | saw what appeared to be a wounded dee. My instincts kicked in. Its once- 
beautiful coat was matted with blood, and | could see the agony in its eyes as it lay 


there, helpless and in pain. | approached the deer with gentle steps, mindful not to 
startle it, and whispered soothing words in its ear. It was important for me to establish 
trust and comfort so that the deer could feel at ease with my presence. 

As | knelt beside the deer, my hands began to glow with warm, comforting light, the 
energy of my fae magic surging through me. | could feel the power of the forest flowing 
around me, the rustle of leaves, and the chirping of birds growing quieter as | focused 
all my energy on the task at hand. The arrow was lodged deep within the deer’s flesh, 
and | knew that | had to remove it quickly to prevent further damage. 

With careful precision, | grasped the arrow with one hand while | used my magic with 
the other hand and pulled it out, wincing at the sight of the blood that oozed out. It must 
have been worse than | had thought. 

It was a cruel reminder of the harsh reality of the human world, where animals like 
deer were often hunted for sport. As | held the arrow, | could sense the energy of the 
person who had shot it, a cold and callous aura that made my skin crawl. 

But my focus was on the deer, and | quickly got to work, my hands glowing with a soft 
green light as | began to heal the wound. It was a complex process, one that required 
immense concentration and control. | could feel the energy of the forest flowing through 
me, the plants and trees lending their healing energy to the mix. 
| could feel the strain on my body, but | refused to give up. The deer’s life was on the 
line, and | would do whatever it takes to save it. And then, the wound began to close, 
the flesh and bone mending together seamlessly. The deer let out a contented sigh, its 
breathing becoming more regular as it slowly drifted off into a peaceful sleep. 
| sat there, beside the deer, for what felt like hours, watching as it slept, feeling the 
warmth of the forest envelop me. Raphael watched my interactions with the deer with 
amazement written all over his face, his eyes showing his marvel at the sight before 
him. When | finished, the deer stood shakily to its feet and nudged my arm with his 
head as if to say thank you 


Chapter four 


Chapter 4 

Rafael 

Liriel was the most beautiful and amazing woman | had ever laid my eyes on. Her long, 
flowing , auburn hair shone in the sunlight, and her wings shimmered with a sparkling 
light when she released them. 

We sat down at the table for dinner, and Amara eagerly awaited the meal. As we began 
to eat, Amara looked up at me curiously and asked, “Raphael, what’s it like to be a 
gargoyle shifter?” 

| smiled and put down my fork. “Well, Amara, being a shifter means that | can transform 
into a gargoyle whenever | want.” 

Amara’s eyes widened in amazement. “Really? When can | see you do it? That'll be so 
cool!” 

| chuckled. “Yeah, it can be pretty cool. Did you know that | used to belong to a family 
of shifters back where I’m from? They’re my old clan, and we lived in the mountains.” 
Amara tilted her head in confusion. “What’s a clan?” 

“A clan is like a big family, Amara,” Liriel chimed in. “And Raphael’s family are all 
shifters like him.” 

Amara nodded, still looking interested. “What's it like to be a gargoyle?” 

| thought for a moment, trying to explain in a way that a six-year-old could understand. 
“Well, being a gargoyle means that | have wings and can fly. And | have really strong 
skin and bones, which makes me tough.” 

Amara’s eyes widened again. “Wow, that’s so cool! Do you like it here with us?” 

| smiled at her. “Yes, Amara, | really do. It’s nice and peaceful here, and | like spending 
time with you and your mom.” 

Amara beamed at me. “I’m glad you like it here, Raphael.” 

| turned to Liriel. “And I’m grateful to you for letting me stay here. It’s been a much- 
needed respite from my life back home.” 

Liriel smiled warmly. “You’re welcome, Raphael. We’re glad to have you here with us.” 
As the night sky stretched out before us, | admired the beauty of the stars twinkling 
overhead. Liriel had lit a few lanterns around us, casting a soft glow over the 
surrounding trees and meadow. 

As the evening wound down, Liriel spoke up, her voice soft and gentle. “You know, 
Raphael, | really enjoy having you here. It’s been so peaceful, and Amara loves having 
you around.” 

| smiled at her, grateful for her kind words. “I’m glad to hear that, Liriel. I've enjoyed 
being here too. It’s a nice change from the chaos of my clan.” 

We lapsed into silence again, savoring the moment and the tranquility that surrounded 
us. As we finished our drinks, Liriel let out a contented sigh. 

“It’s getting late,” she said, stretching her arms above her head. “We should probably 
head in for the night.” 

| nodded in agreement, feeling a pang of sadness as the night came to a close. We 
rose to our feet and made our way back to the house. 

“How about we plan to go fishing tomorrow? Go look at the outskirts and show Amara a 
lake?” | suggested. 

“I'd really like that,” she said. 
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Liriel 

Ifelt a sense of contentment wash over me. It was moments like these, when | was 
surrounded by the people | loved, that made life feel truly fulfilling. | couldn’t stop myself 
from smiling at the thought of sharing this adventure with Raphael and Amara. 

“After breakfast, we should all get ready for the trip,” | said. “Raphael, can you please 
go check on our fishing gear while | pack a bag with supplies?” 

“Sure can,” Raphael nodded, grabbing a bag and heading for the storage area. 

“I’m so excited!” Amara exclaimed, running around the house to grab her own 
belongings. 

“| know, me too,” | said with a smile. 

“What kind of animals do you think we'll find?” Amara asked, bouncing with excitement. 
“Well, we might come across some deer, rabbits, or maybe even a fox,” | replied, with 
my hands full of healing potions. 

“Can we keep a bunny if we find one?” Amara asked eagerly. 

“We’ll have to let it go back to its home in the forest, sweetheart,” Liriel said, coming 
back into the room with the bag of supplies. 

“Okay,” Amara pouted slightly but quickly regained her excitement as we headed out 
the door. 

Once we were ready, we set off toward the outskirts of the fae world. As we walked, | 
pointed out various plants and animals, telling us stories and legends about each one. 
Amara listened intently, her eyes wide with wonder and amazement. 

As we walked, Raphael and | watched for any signs of any danger while Amara ran 
ahead, chasing after butterflies and singing to herself. We walked for several hours, 
and as the sun began to set, we decided to set up camp for the night. 

He set up a fire while | went to gather some firewood. As | walked through the woods, | 
felt a sense of peace and contentment. 

We made short work of dinner out of vegetables and ingredients we had foraged along 
our walk. We hadn’t found the lake, but we prepared a meal, joyful, nonetheless. 

“We should do this more often,” | said, stirring the pot of roasted vegetables. “It’s nice 
to have a break from the usual routine.” 

Amara nodded eagerly, her eyes shining in the firelight. “I like being out here with you 
both. It’s an adventure!” 

He chuckled, taking a sip of Meade. “I couldn’t agree more. And Liriel, this dinner is 
amazing. You’re a fantastic cook.” Blushing, | replied. “Thank you, Raphael. I’m glad 
you like it.” 

As we settled in for the night, | wrapped a blanket around Amara’s shoulders. “Sleep 
well, my little adventurer,” | whispered, kissing her forehead. 

“I’m not little; I’m a big girl,” Amara protested playfully before snuggling into the blanket. 
| smiled, feeling content. “This is perfect,” he said, pulling me closer. “Just the three of 
us.” 

Leaning my head on his shoulder, “Yes, it is perfect.” | smiled. 
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Rafael 

Istarted dozing off all warm and happy when suddenly, | heard a rustling and then 
again in the bushes just outside our camp. It wasn’t a bird. It was a figure moving 
towards me. | stood up and shifted, ready to defend us, but as the figure emerged from 
the bushes, | recognized him as my brother, a shifter gargoyle. 

“What are you doing here?” | asked, my voice cold. 

“| came to find you,” he said, his expression serious. “I saw that you had left the fae 
home. | wanted to make sure that you were okay.” 

“How long have you been watching us?” | said curtly. “You can go back to whatever 
hole you crawled out of.” 

“Not until we talk,” he said, his voice firm. | hesitated, but something in his expression 
told me that he already knew. 

“| know what you're going to say,” Our love is forbidden. It has been doomed from the 
start,’ but you are wrong.” 

Phineas laughed cruelly, “As you are aware, our clan has always been sworn to the 
Unseelie Court; those who dared to question their methods or speak out against them 
were silenced or worse.” 

| put conviction in my voice. “We have done nothing wrong.” 

“And how did that work out for us within our own clan?” he sneered as he took flight. 

| stood there dumbfounded. What do | tell her, and what do | leave out? How did he 
track me down? | must think about the safety of Liriel and Amara. 
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Liriel 

From the firelight, | could see two gargoyles : was the Meade that strong? Or are there 
really two? | watched as they seemed to argue, and then Raphael just stood there with 
his back to me, and | began to see how he could be so scary as a gargoyle. | walked 

up behind him but not too close and raised my hand to touch him when he spun around, 
looking for a fight. Without my permission, my hands began to glow with magic, and a 
protective spell was on my lips, and my heart felt like it would break. 
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Rafael 

lhad been taught that shifters should stay away from fae, that our kind was not meant 
to mix with theirs. But Liriel and Amara were different. They needed my protection, and 
| was more than happy to provide it. 

| felt something approaching me. After Phineas had just flown away, is this an attack? | 
spun around already in my gargoyle form and ready to fight. 

With her glowing hand in the air and fear in her eyes stood Liriel. | quickly shifted to my 
human form. Oh Goddess, what did she see? | spoke softly, “Liriel, it’s me. | thought 
there was something out in the bushes, so | shifted to confront it.” 

“| know.” That is all she said. 

She released her hold on the magic and hung her head as she walked back to the 
campfire. 

| trailed behind her, trying to come up with anything she would understand. 
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Liriel 

As | returned home, several thoughts ran through my head Oh, how? What? Do | even 
really know him? There had been two, | swear it. Who is the other one, and why is it 
here? Can | still trust him to be around Amara? | released my powers back to nature 
and felt like | would collapse right then and there. 

My heart ached, and my fear took over. | walked confidently back to the campfire and 
wrapped Amara tightly in her blanket. With a whisper, | told her it was almost time to 
pack up and go home. 

| could feel him watching me, and | wanted to slug him and beat him on his chest while 
asking him what the hell, but Amara’s safety came first. My mind raced with what | 
needed to do to get us away from Raphael without getting Amara hurt. 

| decided I’d put a shield over Amara and confront him. | pulled energy from the 
surrounding forest and placed a shield around her, snuggled up and sleeping. 
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Rafael 

My tongue would not speak the words | needed to say, so | followed behind like a 
beaten dog. 

Without so much as a getaway from me, a shield sprang up around Amara, and a very 
angry Liriel stood directly in front of me. 

| jumped back a full three feet and waited for her to attack. | sputtered, “Wait, wait.” | 

put my hands out in front of me and said, “I can explain.” | pleaded with her to just listen. 


Quick as a flash, Phineas, my brother, was standing before me. His form was 
intimidating and feral. 

| tried to push past him, but his gargoyle form was always stronger than mine. The 
shock and fear were shown clearly on her face. How is it | haven’t seen or heard from 
him for years, and now BAM, he’s right here? 

“Stop!” | scream, “Wait, stop, stop!” 

My brother stepped aside, and | ran to Liriel, “Don’t. | can explain. Please, please give 
me a chance to...” 

Liriel looked at me with a tilted head and squinted eyes like she was looking for 
something else to be there. 

She tripled the energy shield. It glowed so brightly that | was afraid it would become a 
beacon of sorts others could use to find us. 

| took a deep breath and released it slowly. “Liriel, this is my brother Phineas.” | bowed 
my head and said, “He has come to inform me that | am sought by others in our clan.” 
Being the older brother, Phineas has always intimidated me, but not now. | turned and 
faced my brother. “She is not going to hurt me, and you’re not going to do anything to 
hurt them. Right?” 

Both Phineas and Liriel looked baffled at me. “She is my mate, and you are my brother.” 
Liriel’s eyes opened as wide as her mouth did. In obvious amazement, both of them 
said at the same time, “Mate?” 

Looking at Liriel’s astonished face, “Yes, if you'll have me,” | said. 


Chapter eleven 


Chapter 11 

Liriel 

His what? Did | want that now? | did before, but do | want it now? 

Amara rustled in her blanket and rolled over away from the campfire. | watched from 
the corner of my eye to see if she was awake. From what | could see, she was not. | 
stood there in shock. Why would his clan be afterhim? Had we just been a safe place 
to hide? 

Fighting my urge to call forth the powers of the forest and all my fae magic to do 
what....? 

Would | really hurt Raphael? | loved him. Realizing it all came down to if these 
gargoyles had a plan to take Amara. 

In frustration, | used my pulled magic to pack up all of Amara and my things and 
released the shield. 

| woke up Amara and told her, “It is time to go. Right, now!” 

| put a shield wall between us and the gargoyles and grabbed everything | could carry. 
Sleepy Amara lagged and weaved beside me. | felt like | might be dragging her along. 
“Momma, what’s wrong? Where are we going? Where is Raphael? Did we leave him 
behind; is he okay?” 

“Amara, | will answer all the questions | can as soon as we are home and safely behind 
Our walls.” 

With the help of the forest magic, which sped us along, we made our way home ina 
fourth of the time it took for us to get to the edge of the edge of the fae forest. 

The forest creatures all seemed to scatter before us; they could feel the crackle of the 
magic and the urgency of the pace as we rushed back home. 


Chapter twelve 


Chapter 12 
Raphael 


“Why?” | yelled at my brother, “Why did you have to do that?” 

Phineas smirked. “You and | both know it is for the best. It’s not like the queen is going 
to permit you, and that means you will all be hunted. Not to mention.... that was a 
human child.” 

“Yes, she is. And as shifters, we are part human too. So, what?!” 

“Oh, but isn’t that a full fae? Is she hiding out from her queen’s court? She can’t just 
ignore the rules.” Phineas questioned. “Won’t she bring you more trouble if you're 
found with her and that human?” 

“Stop. Just stop; let me think,” | roared. 

“Raphael, what is there to think about? They’re gone, and you're already at risk. Let 
them go.” 

“No!” | bellowed as | unfurled my wings and went to find them. 

The wayward clan members had found us; my brother and | were going to have to fight 
them off while | hoped that Liriel and Amara would escape. At that moment, my brother 
smashed into me mid-flight, forcing me to land, which then put my brother, who has 
been on the run longer than | have, in the fight long before | could begin. 

While Phineas was able to fight and take down two of the three clan members, the third 
got away. 

| couldn’t catch up with it, so_| returned to by brother. 
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Lirel 

lhated that the woodland creatures were scattering as we made our way through the 
forest, but | had to get us back to safety. To the wards, the potions, the protection 
spells. 

When we reached our home, | sent Amara inside, telling her, “We will talk about it in 
the morning; get yourself ready and go to bed.” 

| busied myself with setting additional wards. | had become lax in keeping them all in 
place. My first one is to keep the door closed while | walk around the area, igniting the 
forgotten runes. From the garden, | could hear Amara pleading with me to open the 
door. | ignored it, though it broke my heart; it had to be done. 

| stopped reactivating the runes and put a silent spell on the cottage to stop my heart 
from breaking as Amara continued to shout. 

| was almost finished when | couldn’t activate the rune that was protected from shifters. 
| tried again, and it almost worked. | put my hand on the closest tree; using its powers, | 
tried again. It still didn’t work. | walked around the garden in the rain, looking for 
another stone to make into the rune, and saw Raphael walking away. | didn’t think my 
heart could sink any lower, but it did. 
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Raphael 

Iknocked on the cottage door and waited. | tried again and again, “Please, please let 
me explain,” | begged. 

| could hear Amara inside asking why she couldn't open the door. “Why? We can’t 
leave him outside. Will he melt if he gets wet? Momma, please let him in.” And then all 
sounds from inside stopped. 

The rain started falling, and as | moved away from Liriel’s home, my heart ached with 
sadness. Leaving her was the hardest thing | ever had to do. 

But maybe it was for the best. Our love was forbidden, after all, and it was only a matter 
of time before someone beyond my brother found out—our family. Seelie, Unseelie and 
a human. | couldn’t bear the thought of Liriel and Amara being discovered because of 
my failure to protect them. 

| just kept walking, not caring where | went. | had just about stepped into a fairy ring 
when a hand grabbed my shoulder. 

Phineas held my shoulder and kept me from taking that last step. “Wait,” he said. 
“Before you go traipsing off to the human realm, | need to talk to you.” 

| grasped his hand and tossed it off my shoulder. “If you hadn’t come back and got in 
the middle of my business, then | would still be with them!” 

“And you might all be dead now.” He said, “Il came back because the clan was coming. 
| didn’t plan to be there to upset your personal life. | love you, you are my brother, and | 
don’t want to see anything happen to you.” 

“So, you didn’t come here to ruin my life?” | said, “You came here to save just me from 
the clan.” | continued, “No, thank you. | can’t live without them. They are my family,” | 
cried. 

“Raff. What are you talking about? | am your family; I’m your brother. They are just 
strangers you came across.” 

“Phineas, not all family is blood-related. “Some are the ones you choose, and they 
choose you,” | barked. 

My brother’s expression softened. “I understand,” he said quietly. “But you should know 
that there are others who feel the same way you do. Love knows no boundaries, 
Raphael. This was more than just a casual passing by. If it puts you in this grave of a 
mood, brother, then | must say...don’t give up on her.” 

| looked at him in surprise. “What do you mean?” 

“| mean that there are others who are fighting against the rules of our society. Who 
believes that love should be free, no matter who it is between? You're not alone, 
Raphael. I’m sorry that | was so harsh to you. Don’t give up on her.” 

| stared at my brother in shock, unable to believe what he was saying. Was it possible 
that there were others like me? Others who believed in the power of love, even if it was 
forbidden? 

| thought back to Liriel, our moments together, and how her eyes lit up when she saw 
me. | knew then that | could never give up on her. Our love was forbidden, yes, but it 
was also genuine and pure. 

“| won’t give up on her,” | said firmly. “Thank you. This means more than you know.” 
My brother smiled at me, knowing | had found what most beings want in life. 
Acceptance. 

“You're my brother, Raphael. | will always be here for you.” 

We hugged each other tightly, and | felta new sense of hope as we parted ways. 
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Liriel 

“Amara,” | called as | came into the cottage. “Where are you?” 

Amara ignored me and huddled under her blanket tucked in the far corner near the 
kitchen cabinet. 

| finally saw the blanket move, and my heart slowed. Thank the goddess, you're okay. 

| wrapped my arms around her crying form and whispered, “We're safe now. The spells 
are all in place just like before he came around.” 

“And you left him out there. He might have melted in the rain. | must go look.” 

“Amara, that is not going to happen. He will not melt; he is made of stone, just like your 
Mr. Stone,” | said. “Besides that, you and | need to talk.” 

“| won't, not until Raphael is here. Then we can all talk.” Amara cried. 

Rocking her back and forth to soothe her as much as myself, “Amara, Raphael is not 
the kind of person we thought he was.” | began. 

Amara broke free of my hold and ran out the door. | had forgotten to place the inside 
spells to keep her in as much as to keep anyone out. 

| sat on the floor dumbfounded for a moment too long. She was gone. 
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Raphael 

My brother spun around and readied himself. Then | heard what had made him react. 
“What is it?” | asked. 

“l’m not sure; it seems like an animal, but not,” he said, confused. Unfurling his wings, 
he launched into the sky. 

| stared at him as he flew higher, and then | smelled it. A skunk. | also gathered my 
wings to launch into the sky when a small voice screamed, “Help!” 

That voice. “Amara, I’m coming.” | ran toward the skunk and into a clearing. 

Amara was holding a skunk with its butt faced out toward the clan members and using 
the scent to keep them at bay. 

| chuckled and shook my head as | came up behind the gargoyles with the thought that / 
was going to fight at least one. 

That never happened. | don’t think they even knew | was there. The smell was horrific 
and knowing it would be almost impossible to scrub that smell off their rock-porous 
bodies, they fled. 

Gargoyle shifters were taken down by a six-year-old girl. | shook my head and smiled 
to myself. How would they ever live that one down? | quickly shifted so she would 
hopefully not scent me. 

“Raphael, | was trying to find you. | was afraid the rain had melted you,” she gleefully 
stated. 

| wrapped my arms around her and tried not to squeeze her too tight. Thanking the 
stars, she had released the skunk that had toddled off towards the bushes; | would 
swear with a spring in its step. 

“How did you do that?” | asked in amazement. Her smile extended from ear to ear, and 
with bemusement in her voice, she said, “Oh, that’s Timmy; he is one of Mommy’s 
friends. She lets me hold him all the time.” 

“You're in your nightgown; what are you doing so far from home? “I questioned. 
“Mommy wouldn't let you in, and | was worried about you, and so, here | am,” she says 
with a super hard hug. 

“Okay, this is very important. You cannot run off like that. Your mommy is probably very 
worried about you,” | said, looking into her big blue eyes. 

“Oh, I’m okay. Brent the fawn, Timmy the skunk, and even Todd, the bat, helped me 
find you,” she explained. “Mommy has helped them, and so they listened to me and 
helped me find you.” 

“It is very dangerous out here, and you cannot be doing this,” | said sternly. 

| shifted so | could fly her home. “WOW!” she exclaimed. “That is incredible. Do it again. 


“Not right now, maybe later. Let’s get you home,” | said as | wrapped her arms around 
my neck and took to the air. 

We landed a bit away from the garden, and Amara giggled and said, “That was the 
best thing ever. Can we show Mommy, and can we fly again?” 

| sat her down and told her, “We will see. Go tell your mommy you’re home.” 

Amara reached for my hand, but | stepped back and shifted to human. She said, “That 
will never get old. That is so cool.” 

She grabbed my hand and started pulling me toward the cottage. 

| reached the shield, and | could not continue. Amara pulled harder and said, “Come 
OR? sux" 


| thought: how am | going to explain to her that | can’t go forward and that there is a 
spell keeping me away? 
Amara began yelling, “Come on, you have to come with me.” 
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Liriel 

Ifrantically searched the garden. The woods around our home, and there was no 
Amara anywhere. 

| began weeping and racking my brain for what to do next, and then | heard her. 
Amara was yelling at someone or something. Her tone was angry, and she was not 
afraid at all. 

| tripped as | was running to find her. Amara needs me. 

| rounded the cottage to the garden wall and saw Amara trying to drag Raphael through 
the wards. 

He couldn't get through, but she was not giving up. 

She saw me with my swollen eyes and white face. “Mommy, help me. | can’t get 
Raphael home.” 

| sprang forward. ‘My baby. Oh, thank the stars, my child is okay,’ | whispered to myself. 
| waved my hands and spoke the words; | brought down the wards as fast as | could 
and ran to Raphael and Amara. 

Raphael stumbled forward, and Amara fell to the ground laughing. “See, you can come 
home.” 

| grasped Amara from the ground and grabbed Raphael in my arms, squeezing them 
both tight. 

| looked up into Raphael’s eyes and pressed my lips to his. 
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Raphael 

Her lips were warm and soft just as | had imagined them for the last six years. 

| was so shocked | almost didn’t kiss back. 

We broke apart and Liriel blushed. “Oh, I’m so sorry.” 

“I’m not, “I said. picking them both up in a firm hold and carrying them back home. 
“Liriel,” | said, “do you want to put your spells back up?” Without raising her head from 
my shoulder, she waved her hand and muttered the spell. 

When we reached the door, Amara jumped down and opened it, saying. “You two 
kissed. | knew you loved each other.” Without taking a breath” Can | call you daddy 
now Raphael? 

Liriel and | blinked and smiled at each other. 
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Liriel 

WOW, did | just do that? His lips were firm and rough, and | wanted to taste them 
again. 

When Amara jumped down and opened the door, | clung tighter to Raphael. | didn’t 
want to get down. | wanted to stay in his arms and taste those lips. 

Amara washed her face and put on a clean nightgown. While | still clung to Raphael. 
“Liriel are you okay?” he said, trying to separate me from him. 

“Yes, sorry,” | said as | slid to the floor and looked at him through the eyes, | had 
always had for him. 

Amara was fast asleep in the only bed. 

| took Raphael’s hand and led him outside to where we had watched the stars so many 
nights before. 

| removed my top and dropped my pants while he drank in my body. He soon followed 
suit, and we made love under the stars in the moist grasses with abandon. 

The next morning, we lay wrapped in each other’s arms until nature called. 

| released him and dressed quickly. The morning dew was cold, and the breeze was 
crisp. 
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Raphael 


” 


Istarted making breakfast for the three of us. Liriel stopped me. “Amara is still asleep. 
Liriel scoffs. “All right, I’m listening; let’s have the whole truth of it. | took a deep breath 
and then began to speak, my words coming out in a rush. “Liriel, ve been keeping 
things from you and Amara.” 

| took another deep breath before beginning my story. “It all started with a 
disagreement over territory,” | said. “Two clans had been fighting for control of a 
particular area, and it had become very heated. | was horrified by what | saw but didn’t 
know what to do. So, | followed my brother’s lead and ran away.” 

Liriel listened with her hand over her pounding heart. “What happened next? “She 
prompted. 

“| found and watched over you and Amara for the last 6 years, not like a peeper, but a 
guardian. | never expected to meet you or to fall in love. Fate made me fall from the 
tree and for you.” 

Liriel looked confused and then overwhelmingly happy. 

With my determination to protect Liriel and her daughter, it was a bold move to offer to 
pledge fealty to the Seelie Court, but | was more determined than ever to fulfill my 
pledge to protect my family. 

The journey to the Seelie Court was a treacherous one, full of unknown dangers lurking 
in the shadows. But with Liriel by my side and Amara safely walking between us, | felt a 
sense of purpose that gave me strength. The path was a long and winding one, full of 
sharp turns and deep ruts that seemed to lead us deeper and deeper into the heart of 
the fae forest. 

There was an eerie shadow cast over us as the trees around us grew taller and thicker, 
stretching out their branches that blocked the sun and seemed to reach out for us. This 
cast an uneasy shadow over us. The ground was uneven, with roots and rocks jutting 
out of the dirt path, threatening to trip us at every step. But Liriel was nimble and 
surefooted, moving with surprising grace. Her eyes scanned the surroundings 
constantly, watching for any sign of danger. Amara followed her, light and quick on her 
feet. 

As we walked, we heard the rustling of leaves, the chirping of birds, and the occasional 
snap of a twig underfoot. But there were other sounds, too — ones that made my skin 
crawl—the whispering of voices that seemed to come from nowhere and the howling of 
wolves in the distance. Liriel’s hand had found its way to mine and tightened around. | 
knew that she was just as wary as | was by how tight she held my hand. | could see 
that Amara was watching our interactions as we cautiously moved through the forest, 
not even speaking. 

The trees began to thin out as we approached the Seelie Court, and we caught our first 
glimpse of the grand entrance. It was a massive archway made of twisted vines and 
sparkling gems, which seemed to glow with an astonishing light. Two guards stood at 
the entrance, their eyes scanning us up and down as we approached. 

“Liriel and Raphael, what brings you to the Seelie Court?” one of them asked, his voice 
deep and rumbling. 

We look at each other dumbfounded. “How is it that they know our names?” | 


whispered to Liriel. 

“We come seeking an audience with the queen,” Liriel replied, her voice steady and 
confident. 

The guards exchanged a glance before nodding, and one of them stepped forward to 
open the gate. As we passed through, | marveled at the sight before me. 

“That was too easy,” | remarked. The Seelie Court was a grand, sprawling city filled 
with ornate buildings and bustling streets. Faeries of all shapes and sizes moved 
through the crowds, their wings fluttering and their voices ringing out in laughter and 
song. 

Liriel led us through the winding streets as if she had been here all her life, her gaze 
fixed on some distant destination. | followed her, keeping a protective hand on Amara’s 
head. Amara put both her hands on my hand and giggled. “I want to see more of the 
city. “As we walked, | felt such awe at the grandeur of the place. | didn’t even answer 
Amara. The buildings around us were of shimmering crystal and glittering gems, their 
beauty beyond anything | had ever seen before. 

Finally, we arrived at the palace — a massive, towering structure that reached up toward 
the sky. The guards at the entrance eyed us warily, but Liriel stepped forward 
confidently. 

“We come seeking an audience with the queen,” she repeated. 

The guards exchanged another glance before nodding, and one of them led us inside. 
“Why is this so easy? It is like they know us and are letting us in. | feel like this is a trap. 
“| whispered as we passed through a giant entry gate that suddenly became much 
harder to move, then | felt myself shift into my gargoyle form immediately. There must 
have been a magical spelled boundary that forced my shift without giving me any 
choice. This must be a protection, probably for those to show the court who they were. 
The palace was even more overwhelming than the city outside, with ornate tapestries 
and sparkling chandeliers hanging from the walls and ceiling. But | couldn’t focus on 
the opulence — my mind was consumed with thoughts of the danger that lurked around 
every corner and how easy it was to just walk into a queen’s palace. 

As we entered the grand hall of the Seelie court, my heart was pounding in my chest. 
The queen sat upon her throne, her presence commanding and formidable. She was a 
vision of ethereal beauty, with long flowing white hair that shimmered in the light, 
cascading down her shoulders like a waterfall, and eyes that held the wisdom of 
centuries. Her skin was pale and flawless too, and her dress was made of the finest 
spider silk, adorned with jewels that sparkled like stars. 

As we approached the throne, the room grew quieter, and | could feel the tension 
thickening in the air. | could see the queen, in all her glory, sitting atop the throne. She 
wore a long, flowing gown that seemed to be made of shimmering silver, and her skin 
was pale and ethereal, like the moon itself. She was the definition of beauty and power, 
and | could feel her piercing gaze on us as we approached. 

| stepped forward to speak, but Liriel beat me to it. “Your Majesty,” she said, bowing 
low and waving her hand in a come here motion to instruct Amara and me to lower 
ourselves too. “We come to you in a time of need. Our family has been threatened by 
rogue shifters, and we fear for my...hum... our—-daughter’s safety.” 

The queen regarded Liriel with a cold, hard stare. “You have brought a human child into 
my court,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “You have broken the laws of our 
people. And you’re with a gargoyle shifter not from this side of the court.” 

Liriel straightened, her eyes locking with the queens. “We know what we did was 
against the law, but we did it out of love. | couldn’t let an innocent child be left to 


die—and Raphael came forth to offer us his protection when he stumbled upon our 
home.” 

The queen’s gaze flicked to me, and | could feel her power bearing down on me like a 
physical weight. | took a step forward, but a magical barrier blocked my path, causing 
me to stumble. 

The queen’s eyes narrowed at my display of weakness. “And what do you expect my 
court to do?” she asked, her voice cold and dismissive. 

Liriel stepped forward, taking my place. “We need your help,” she said, her voice firm. 
“We need protection from those who seek to harm our family. And we’re willing to do 
whatever we can to make things right.” 

| felt a surge of gratitude towards Liriel for taking charge of the situation. The queen 
regarded her for a long moment before finally speaking. “We will consider your request, 
” she said, her voice measured. “But you must understand that your actions have 
consequences. You have broken the laws of our people, and you will be held 
accountable.” 

As she spoke, | could feel the magical barrier dissipate, and | straightened my posture, 
relieved that | could stand before the queen once again. | nodded, my heart heavy with 
the weight of the consequences that we would have to face. 

The queen finished speaking and waved to the two guards who appeared at either 
side of us, their expressions grim. “Follow us,” one of them said, his tone brooking no 
argument. 

Liriel and | exchanged a worried glance before following the guards out of the throne 
room and down a long hallway. We were taken to a small, sparse room with only a few 
chairs and a table, and we were instructed to wait there until the queen made her 
decision. 

| collapsed into one of the chairs, feeling drained from the tension and stress of the 
situation. Liriel sat down beside me, her hand resting gently on my shoulder. “We'll get 
through this,” she said softly, trying to offer me comfort. 

| looked up at her, grateful for her presence. “Thank you,” | said, my voice hoarse with 
emotion. “I don’t know what | would do without you.” 

Liriel smiled at me, her eyes kind. “We're in this together,” she said, her tone steady. 
“No matter what happens, we'll face it together.” 

Just then, Amara spoke up, her voice soft but curious. “What’s going on? Why are we 
in trouble?” she asked. 

| turned to her, taking a deep breath. “We broke one of the most sacred rules of the fae 
world by taking in a human child,” | explained. 

Amara’s eyes widened in shock. “But why would that be a problem?” she asked, clearly 
confused. 

| hesitated, unsure of how much to share with her. But Liriel spoke up before | could 
say anything. “It’s complicated,” she said, her voice gentle. “But the fae court is very 
different from the way | raised you, and the rules are different too.” 

Amara looked at us, clearly still puzzled. “I don’t understand,” she said, her voice small. 
| reached out to her, taking her hand in mine. “It’s okay,” | said, trying to reassure her. 
“We'll figure it out together. And whatever happens, we'll keep you safe.” 

After a few minutes of waiting, the doors to the hall opened, and two of the queen’s 
guards entered. “Follow us,” one of them said gruffly, gesturing towards the door. We 
rose from our seats, Amara still chattering excitedly about everything that was 
happening. 


The guards led us down a long hallway lined with tapestries and oil paintings until we 
reached a small chamber. Inside, there was a long table set with all manner of foods, 
from platters of fruits and cheeses to steaming bowls of soup and plates of roasted 
meats. The smell of the food made my stomach growl, and | could see that Amara was 
practically bouncing with excitement. 

But Liriel stepped forward, holding up a hand. “Wait,” she said, her voice calm but firm. 
“| must inspect the food first. Humans may be poisoned simply by eating the fae foods. 
The guards looked at her with suspicion, but Liriel simply raised an eyebrow, and they 
stepped back. She closed her eyes, murmuring something under her breath, and | 
could see a faint shimmer of magic surrounding her. 

When she was finished, she nodded her approval, and the guards stepped forward to 
offer us plates and utensils. | chose a piece of roasted chicken while Liriel and Amara 
loaded up their plates with a little bit of everything. We ate silently, our minds 
consumed with thoughts of what was coming. 

As we ate, | noticed the opulence of the room. The walls were lined with tapestries 
depicting fae history scenes, and ornate candelabras on the table cast a warm glow 
over everything. 

The food itself was exquisite; the flavors and textures were unlike anything | had ever 
tasted. There were bowls of creamy soup, rich with wild mushrooms and herb flavors, 
and platters of fresh fruit that practically burst with sweetness. Some cheeses were 
sharp and tangy, and others were milder, with a creamy texture that melted in your 
mouth. 

Amara was particularly enamored with the desserts, which included a tray of delicate 
pastries filled with fruit and cream, as well as bowls of honey-drizzled nuts and candied 
fruits. 

Despite the luxury of the surroundings and the deliciousness of the food, | still had a 
sense of unease. We were amid a world that was not our own, surrounded by beings 
with unimaginable power, and the fate of our family hung in the balance. 

“So, what do you think is going to happen?” Amara asked, breaking the silence. 

Liriel sighed. “I’m not sure,” she said. “The queen is powerful, and she holds all the 
cards. We can only hope that she sees the sincerity in our words and decides to help 
us.” 

| nodded, my thoughts echoing Liriel’s. We could only wait and hope for the best. 

As the plates were cleared away, we sat in tense silence, waiting for the guards to 
return with news from the queen. Finally, they arrived, their faces unreadable. 

“The queen has considered your request,” one of them said, his voice formal. “She 
needs more time to weigh the matter and hold counsel with her advisors. However, she 
wishes for you to know that this feast was a token gesture to show that she cares about 
your family and is on your side.” 

Relief washed over me, and | let out a sigh. It was a small victory, but it was something. 
Liriel nodded her thanks to the guards and turned to Amara. “We can go home now,” 
she said, smiling at her. “The queen will send a messenger soon.” 

Amara beamed, her eyes wide with excitement. “Really?” she asked, bouncing in her 
seat. “That’s great news! Can we go home right now?” 

Liriel chuckled. “Yes, we can,” she said, rising from her seat. “But first, make sure 
you’re properly bundled up. It’s chilly outside.” 

As we made our way out of the hall, a sense of unease settled over me. We had wona 
small victory, but we were still in danger. The Unseelie rogue shifters would not give up 
so easily. They have a deal with the King to wipe out the rest of our clan. We never did 
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find out why they killed the other clan like that. But for now, we were safe, and that was 
all that mattered. 


Chapter twenty-one 


Chapter 21 

Liriel 

As we walked down the path back to our cottage, the weight of the Seelie court’s 
decision hung heavy over me. 

| sensed his unease and spoke up. “Raphael, you seem troubled,” | said, with my 
concern evident. 

“lam,” he admitted. “Seelie Court’s decision could change everything for us. I'll do 
whatever it takes to keep our family safe.” 

| nodded with a determined look on my face. “We'll face whatever comes together.” 
Amara, who had been walking between us, tugged on my sleeve. “What’s going to 
happen now?” she asked. 

Raphael and | locked eyes for just a moment. “We have to wait for the Seelie Court’s 
decision,” he said, crouching down to her level. “But whatever happens, we'll face it 
together, as a family.” 

Amara looked up at him, her eyes wide and trusting. “Okay, Raphael,” she said, giving 
him a small smile. 

| felt a strong sense of dread as we continued down the path. The Seelie Court held our 
fate in their hands, and | knew that their decision could have far-reaching 
consequences for our family. Amara and | walked ahead of Raphael, in hushed voices; 
we chatted about the food and the strange customs of the faerie folk. 


Chapter twenty-two 


Chapter 22 


Raphael 

Ihung back, lost in my thoughts, trying to process everything that had happened. The 
Seelie court’s decision would determine the fate of our family, and | couldn’t shake off 
the feeling that we were playing a dangerous game. 

But no matter how overwhelming the situation seemed, | knew that | had to stay strong; 
we had come too far to give up now, and | would protect them. 

| took a deep breath, steeling myself, as we approached the cottage. | was ready to 
face it head-on. 


Chapter twenty-three 


Chapter 23 

Liriel 

My mind was still consumed with thoughts of the Seelie court and the potential 
consequences of our actions. But as we entered our humble abode, a flurry of things 
we had to do to get ready for nightfall took all my energy. Raphael and Amara gathered 
stones, and | used the forest's power to build another room. We couldn’t share the floor 
or put Amara on it. After many hours, my attention was drawn to Raphael, who sat tired 
by the fire, staring into the flames with a troubled look on his face. 

Noticing that Amara was already sound asleep in her bed. | called out softly, 
“Raphael?” 

He looked up at me, his eyes red and puffy “Liriel, can we talk?” 

| nodded, settling down beside him. It was clear that something was weighing heavily 
on his mind, and | knew that he needed to talk. “I told you how it all started with a 
disagreement over territory?” he questioned. “And about the two clans had been 
fighting for control of a particular area? 

| nodded. He continued. “One night, while | was on patrol, | witnessed members of my 
clan brutally murder several other clan members in their sleep.” 

Her eyes flashed with shock and horror. 

| was horrified by what | saw but didn’t know what to do.” 

| listened, my heart pounding in my chest. “What happened next?” | asked. 

Raphael sat across from me, staring into the flickering flames of the fire. His shoulders 
were hunched and tense, and | could see the exhaustion etched into every line of his 
face. 

“| know this is difficult to understand, Liriel,’ he began, his voice low and weary, “But 
you have to know the truth about what’s happening within the gargoyle society.” 

| nodded, urging him to continue. 

“It started with a few isolated incidents,” Raphael explained, his voice growing steadier 
as he spoke. “But soon, it spread like a disease. The corruption, the greed, the thirst for 
power. Those who were once honorable and just became consumed by their desire for 
more.” 

He paused, running a hand through his hair. “And the worst part is, the Unseelie Court 
protected them. Those who dared to question their methods or speak out against them 
were silenced, or worse.” 

| could feel my stomach churning with each new revelation. “What happened to those 
who tried to fight back?” | asked, my voice barely above a whisper. 

Raphael let out a bitter laugh. “They were branded as traitors and hunted down like 
animals. Those who survived were forced into hiding, like me. My brother—that you 
met-—split from our original group and took off. The murders were covered up, and the 
Unseelie Court rewarded those responsible for their actions. It was then that | realized 
the true nature of our society. Corruption and greed had taken hold, and anyone 
questioned it was silenced or eliminated.” 

As Raphael spoke, | could see the pain etched on his face and the fear in his eyes. It 
was Clear that his decision to leave his kind had not been easy and that he was 
tormented by what he had witnessed and been asked to do. “I never knew my parents, 
so | followed my brother blindly.” 

“But why did you leave?” | asked, trying to understand. 

Raphael looked at me, his eyes full of pain. “I couldn’t be a part of it anymore,” he said. 
“| couldn’t bear the thought of being associated with violence and corruption. | had to 


get out.” 

| felt a surge of admiration for Raphael’s bravery. He had risked everything to do what 
was right. “But what about us, now?” | asked, my mind racing with possibilities. 
Raphael shook his head. “I don’t know,” he said. “All | know is that we need to be 
careful. We can’t let the group of Unseelie shifters find us, but now | feel the Seelie will 
hand us over to them unwittingly—perhaps all because I’m here with you.” 

| struggled to process everything he was saying, but one thing was clear: we were in 
grave danger. 

If the Seelie Court could not be trusted, and the gargoyle society was as corrupt as 
Raphael claimed, we would be truly on our own. 

“How can we possibly protect ourselves against them?” | asked, my voice trembling 
with fear. 

Raphael looked at me, his eyes full of pain. “I don’t know, Liriel.” 

| nodded, the weight of the situation settling heavily on my shoulders. We needed to 
come up with a plan and fast. But with so few options available to us, | wondered if we 
were already too late. 

As the night wore on, Raphael continued to speak, detailing more and more of the 
atrocities he had witnessed and the reasons behind his decision to flee. | listened 
intently; my heart heavy with the knowledge of tactual rue danger that surrounded us. 
Eventually, we both fell silent, lost in our thoughts. The crackling of the fire was the only 
sound in the room, and | could feel the weight of exhaustion beginning to settle over me. 


“| should go to bed,” | said softly, breaking the silence. 

Raphael nodded, and | could see the sadness in his eyes. “I’m sorry to have burdened 
you with all of this,” he said. “But | had to tell you. | couldn’t keep this a secret any 
longer.” 

| reached out and placed a hand on his shoulder. “You don't have to apologize,” | said. 
“We’re family, and we’re in this together. We'll find a way to protect each other.” 

With that, we both retired to our room, the weight of the night’s revelations heavy on 
our hearts. | lay in bed for hours, unable to sleep as my mind raced with thoughts of the 
dangers surrounding us. | knew | needed to devise a plan, but our options seemed to 
dwindle with each passing moment. 

As | lay in the new room that night, my mind raced with thoughts of keeping our family 
safe from the danger surrounding us. | knew that we couldn’t rely solely on the Seelie 
court to protect us, especially given Raphael’s suspicion. 

| formed a plan that would hopefully provide some level of security for our family. First 
and foremost, we needed to stay hidden. | decided we should only leave the house 
when necessary and only under cover of darkness. 

Secondly, | would need to start stockpiling food and supplies. Although we are self- 
sufficient, we would need to go to the market or trade with our neighbors, the ones we 
felt we could trust, just until we had enough to cut off all contact. | would start by taking 
inventory of what we had and figuring out what we needed to survive for an extended 
period. 

Finally, | would need to learn more physical ways of defending myself and my family. | 
had my magic but learned more about fending off attackers. | decided to start practicing 
and learning more advanced spells and techniques and also teach Amara. 

It was a daunting task, but | Knew that we had to be prepared for the worst. | fell asleep 
that night, feeling a sense of determination and resolve. We would get through this, one 


way or another. 


Chapter twenty-four 


Chapter 24 


Raphael 

The next morning during breakfast, Liriel sat beside Amara, taking a deep breath 
before explaining the new plan. “Amara, we need to be very careful,” she said, looking 
into Amara’s eyes. “We can’t wait for the Seelie Court to protect us. We must come up 
with a plan of our own.” 

Amara furrowed her brows; worry etched on her face. “What do you mean?” she asked, 
her voice trembling slightly. 

“| mean that we need to be ready in case the Queen doesn't get to us,” Liriel said, 
trying to sound as reassuring as possible. “We must prepare for the worst-case 
scenario. We'll need to move and stay hidden. We can’t let them find us. But first, we 
need supplies.” 

Amaras with fear as she realized the gravity of the situation. “But where will we go? 
How will we survive?” she asked,” her voice shaking. 

“We'll figure it out, Amara,” she said placing a hand on her shoulder. “We'll be 
resourceful and rely on each other. And we have Rafael to help us.” 

Amara looked at me. | sat quietly by the fire, lost in thought, until she asked, her voice 
barely a whisper. “But what if they find us?” 

“That’s we have to be careful,” | said, “my voice firm. “We must stay vigilant and always 
be on the watch for trouble.” 

Liriel looked up, her gaze meeting mine. “Il won’t let anything happen to our family, Liriel, 
” | said with conviction. 

She nodded, “I’m grateful for the support”, 

“But we've got to be prepared for anything,” | said, looking at Liriel, turning back to 
Amara. “We'll need to look after one another and pay attention when told to do things. 
Can you do that, Amara?” 

Amara nodded, determination shining in her eyes. “Yes,” she said. 

Liriel smiled with pride of our daughter's bravery. “Good. We'll make it through work 
together, | promise,” she said, filling me with a feeling of hope amidst the darkness 
surrounding us. 

| took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. After the intense conversation between 
Amara and Liriel, | decided to go and take inventory of our camping, hunting, and 
fishing supplies, hoping to distract myself and focus on something more concrete. 

My mind raced with thoughts of how we could protect our family. | couldn’t shake the 
feeling of unease, and the sounds of the forest outside seemed to be getting louder and 
more ominous. 

| was so distracted that | walked into the pantry; the smell of freshly baked bread and 
the earthy aroma of dried herbs filled my nose. The shelves were lined with jars and 
cans of all shapes and sizes, each containing a different ingredient. And there was 
Liriel. She had begun sorting through them, carefully taking note of what we had and 
needed. 

There were large bags of flour and sugar, their bright white color against the brown 
wooden shelves. Boxes of teas and coffee lined the back wall, their rich aromas wafting 
through the air. The canned goods were organized by type, with rows of vegetables, 
fruits, and meats all stacked neatly together. | was so amazed at her organization that | 
forgot what | had planned to do. | moved to the cooler, where we stored perishable 
items like milk, cheese, and eggs. The cool air hit my face as | opened the door, and | 
immediately noticed the vibrant colors of the produce. Bright red tomatoes, green 


lettuce, and deep purple grapes caught my eye. 

Liriel asked, “Did you want to do the inventory of these? | thought you would go and 
inventory our traps, fishing poles, and such.” 

| pushed my aimless thoughts aside and went to focus on the task of inventorying the 
hunting/fishing items. 


Chapter twenty-five 


Chapter 25 

Liriel 

Next, | moved on to the cleaning supplies, making sure we had enough herbal 
solutions and oils for cleaning and disinfecting. | checked our stock of various herbs like 
lavender and thyme, which could also be used for their antiseptic and antimicrobial 
properties. We had a small supply of organic cotton rags for cleaning, which were easy 
to wash and reuse. 

For lighting, we had a few enchanted crystals that could be activated with a touch of 
magic, providing us with a soft, warm glow. And for emergencies, we had a stash of 
enchanted firewood that could be lit with a simple incantation. 

As | took stock of our supplies, | felt grateful for the simple life we had built for 
ourselves. Living in the woods may have its challenges, but it also brings a sense of 
peace and connection to the natural world. | held up each bottle and verified that it was 
full. The dill weed, rosemary, cedar, and wormwood all had less than half. | was entirely 
out of mint, duckweed, wood ash, and white ash. My potions for snake bites, bee 
stings, blood worms, and cough were all low—oh, and fairy dust, the stuff only available 
from royal Fairies. 

| sat down at the kitchen table, my mind racing as | went over our inventory in my head. 
It was clear that we needed more supplies, but the thought of leaving Amara alone in 
the cottage made me uneasy. 

After much consideration, | came up with a plan. “Rafael, | need to go to the market to 
get some more supplies,” | said, looking at him. “But | don’t want to leave Amara alone. 
Can you stay here and forage with her while | go?” 

Rafael looked at me, his expression serious. “Of course, Liriel. You know I'll keep 
Amara safe while you’re gone.” 

| nodded, grateful for his willingness to help. “Thank you, Rafael. I’ll be back as soon as 
| can.” 

| quickly packed a bag with the essentials | would need for the trip and made Rafael a 
detailed list of the items that we needed to forage while | was gone. After giving Amara 
a hug and a kiss goodbye, | headed out the door. 

| don’t use my wings as much anymore because Amara can’t fly, so this was a joyful 
feeling to get to the market this way. As | made my way through the woods toward the 
market, my thoughts turned to the task at hand. | knew | needed to be quick and 
efficient, but | also had to be careful. The woods were full of dangers, and | didn’t want 
to be caught off guard. 

When | arrived at the market, | was relieved to see that it was relatively quiet. | quickly 
made my way through the aisles, grabbing the items we needed and paying with the 
few coins | had available. As | made my way back through the woods, | couldn’t help 
but feel a sense of unease. What if something had happened while | was gone? Had 
Rafael and Amara been safe? 

But as | approached the cottage, | could see that everything was as it should be. Rafael 
and Amara were sitting outside, playing a game of cards. As | approached, Amara 
jumped up, ran over to meet me, and wrapped her arms around my Waist. 

“Did you get everything we needed?” she asked, looking up at me with wide eyes. And 
the hopes of a sweet treat. 

| smiled, relieved to be back home. “Yes, | did. And thanks to Rafael, you’re both safe 
and sound.” | slid a package of rice paper to her and smiled. 

Rafael nodded in agreement. “I kept a close eye on her, Liriel. Don’t worry.” He made a 


face of holding one eyelid down and the other way up to show his full eyeball. Amara 
giggled and tried to do it too. 

| felt a wave of gratitude towards Rafael, knowing that | could trust him to keep our 
family safe. And as | unpacked the supplies and settled back into our simple life in the 
woods, | felt a sense of contentment. We may not have much, but we had each other, 
and at that moment, it was all that mattered. 


Chapter twenty-six 


Chapter 26 


Raphael 

Liriel, remember back a few months ago when | was locked out of the cottage? | was 
so upset and just aimlessly walking in the rain, and my brother stopped me just before | 
stepped through a fairy ring and into the Human realm.” 

Without missing a beat, she asked, “Where was that portal to the human world, The 
one you almost went through?” 

“Wait, this is not a plan. | just think it could be an option if the Seelie Court sends us a 
bad message,” | stated. “Besides, we really don’t know what happens to our folk when 
they make that trip.” 

“My fae folk friends are scared and not talking to me right now, but | will try to ask them 
about it.” She volunteered. “But we won't know if it is a bad message until we get back 
to the court. The queen would never send that type of information with a messenger.” 
“That is something | had not thought of,” | said; the thought had never come to mind. 
“Liriel, how is it you know so much about the court, and why was it so easy to walk right 
into see the queen? No appointment, no waiting?” 

Her cheeks filled with redness, and she closed her eyes. “She is my grandmother. | 
don’t see her because | don’t want to be part of the court, and she has granted me the 
right not to be; however, that doesn’t mean that she will side with me now that | have 
broken the rules about the Humans and Shifters.” 

That evening Amara came rushing back from playing outside. “My friend Todd brought 
me a feather that | have never seen before.” She stated. “Momma, Momma, look what 
Todd brought me. What kind of feather is it?” 

Liriel was finishing the dishes. “Can you give me just a minute?” 

Amara answered, “Momma, you can look and still do that.” 

Drying her hands on a towel, “Okay, let me see it. Oh my, that is pretty, isn’t it.” she 
agreed. 

“Raphael, can you come here?” Liriel shouted. “Amara has something to show you.” 

| had been down at the brook fishing and was cleaning them right outside the window. 
“Okay, let me just get the fish off my hands.” 

Amara ran up to me and said, “See...” pushing the feather into my hand. 

| gently held the feather, and | was surprised to see that the feather had wide lines 
marking its edges and bright blue smudges on it. 

Liriel stood in the doorway watching and asked. “You said Todd brought it to you?” 
Amara replied, “Yes, Todd is my bat friend.” 

With Concern, | stated, “Bats are nocturnal; they don't fly in the daytime.” 

Amara retorted, “Well, he did today because he brought it to me.” 

“Can Mommy and | study it for a while so we can try to figure out what bird it came 
from? “Il asked. 

“Okay, but | get it back, right?” Amara stated. 

“Of course you do,” | said, hoping it was the truth. | handed the feather to Liriel. 

“The feather is from a royal peacock, and that has some serious implications. We 
haven't heard from the court yet, but this could be a terrible sign. “Liriel whispered. 
The message is written on the shaft, and the runes are on the plumage. 

Liriel read the feather from left to right, shaft to the plume, “I'll have to read this using 
the rune names because it’s not clear what the meaning is. 

Through the queen’s the rune of ANSUZ, her rune of GEBO of the rune of AIGIZ has 
been the rune of ISA your rune of RAIDO to the rune of BERJABA to rune of 


LAGUZ and the rune of SOWULO.” 

“The following line is missing something. Take the rune of EHWAZ to the rune of 
JERA use --- on lei to rune of INGUZ on Celestial.” | don’t think | can be clearer 
without casting a cloning spell, and that might destroy the feather.” 

| looked at the feather, and all | could see were the words and smudges of where the 
runes might be. “It looks like there may be more words, but | can’t make them out.” | 
asked Liriel, “Should we tell Amara we have to take away her feather, or do we just try 
and keep it safe?” | looked at her. “So, what do we do?” 

“| really don’t want to hurt her. Maybe we can make it a game,” she said. “Wait, how did 
Todd get this, and how did he know to bring it here?” she wondered aloud with 
confusion on her face. 

“Who’s Todd, Amara?” | asked. 

Amara chimed in, “My friend, the bat. Remember?” 

With surprise evident on my face, | asked, “Amara, sweetie, can you speak to the 
animals?” 

She rolled her eyes. “No, | can’t talk to the animals. I’m not like Dr. Dolittle. But they are 
my friends and like to bring me things.” She explained. 

“What else have your friends brought you?” | questioned. 

“I'll go get them. Don’t peek at where | hide them.” 

As Amara ran off to get the items, | looked at Liriel and asked, “Did you know she was 
getting presents from the animals?” 

Liriel’s face lit up with a huge smile. “No! Are you kidding? | would be thrilled to see that. 
” She replied. We laughed for a moment. 


Amara returned with the items. There was a watch with the arms at 10 o’clock, a 
balloon with a big X on it, some rocks with runes on them, a hair ribbon with some hair 
on it, a book page, an acorn, and a human child’s secret decoding ring. 

“Is this everything?” | asked. “Did one animal bring you all this stuff?” 

Amara twirled in her dress and said, “No.” 

“Is that no, it’s not everything, or no one animal didn’t bring it all.” Ask Liriel 

“Yes. This is boring. Can | go play with Mr. Stone?” Amara asked. 

“Can | play with these for a while?” | asked. 

“You’re too old to play with my toys.” Said Amara halfway out the door. 

Amara skipped off to the garden without explaining, as is the will of a child. 

Both | and Liriel sat there stunned. 

“Okay, let’s look at all the items. If you see a rune or words, let’s set them aside,” | 
suggested. 

“| wonder if one of her friends is a crow or raven,” Liriel questioned. 

The runes looked like a skinny backward one, a diamond shape, a stick man with arms 
in the air, arrows facing away from one another but sort of in one another too, one with 
a big x and the last has an s. These were on all kinds of different stones, some crystals, 
some hard rocks; there seemed to be no rhyme or reason for it. 

The hair ribbon looked like it had been ripped from someone’s head. The balloon 
looked like it had popped. The book page was so faded that | couldn’t read anything of 
it. The acorn was almost split in two. The decoder ring didn’t spin. “What does all this 
mean?” | questioned. 

Liriel stated, “Il recognized the runes, but there are several meanings for each rune.” 
“The Rune that is a skinny backward one is rune LAGUZ, the diamond shape is rune 
INGUZ, the stick man with arms in the air is rune AIGIZ, the arrow one is rune Jera, the 


X is rune GeBO, and finally, the S is rune SOWULO,” she stated. “And | have no idea 
what a broken decoder ring means.” 

“Look, the feather has the same runes,” 

“No, | can’t see any runes at all,” | complained; so, can you put this together and make 
it mean something that might help?” 

Amara came skipping in with more handfuls of rocks and bits of paper. “I think this is all 
of it.” 

“Amara, let’s get your rune book and play a game while Rafael looks at the ones you 
just brought in.” | coaxed. “Come on; it might be a fun game.” 

| stated, “They are all repeats of the ones we already have.” 

Amara and Liriel went through each rune and looked up their meanings. “Can you find 
this one in your book?” | asked, knowing what it meant, but this is an excellent chance 
to teach as well. Momma, this one looks like that one.” She said, pointing to Sowulo. 
“What does it say it means?” | asked. 

“Sun, strength, energy, health, and success.” She continued. “And that one is Laguz, 
and it means water, sea, lake, flow, renewal.” 

Amara answered each question about all the runes but one. At the same time, | wrote 
down the meaning on separate pieces of paper and stacked them with the items of its 
image. 

‘Well, the ring is broken, but maybe that was just to tell us to decode the message.” | 
suggested. 


Chapter twenty-seven 


Chapter 27 

Liriel 

The household is awakened by a pounding on the door.” Stars and stones! What the 
hell is going on?” | complained while | stumbled through the house to the door. 
Realizing just as | was about to open the door that | hadn’t been warned by the wards 
that anyone was out there. | woke up Raphael by saying, “You need to shift!” He 
shifted so fast that he knocked over the table and was at the door before | was. 


| slowly opened the door just a little and looked out. No one was there. | opened the 
door further, and still, nothing was there. Abruptly a hawk came through my door and 
out the only open window. “Now, that was odd,” Raphael said. And | nodded in 
agreement. 

Raphael shifted back to human and started collecting the items from the floor. “Was 
this feather always here?” 

“| haven’t seen it before,” | said. “Is it another message, or am | putting too much 
energy into this riddle?” 

Raphael looked at the feather and said, “I don’t see anything.” As he handed it to me. 
“What do you mean there’s a lot of stuff here?” 

He looked over my shoulder and said, “I don’t see anything but a feather, and it’s not 
even off that hawk.” 

“No, it’s a raven, | think,” it says don’t trust the messenger. The queen supports you, 
but her court does not.” 

Ok, that makes this all dangerous, and now I’m scared.” | squeaked out. 

| took all the runes into the pantry so | could start my day. There are still chores and my 
healing | need to get done. | thought. 

| sent Raphael to go check the traps and possibly fish. | had him take Amara with him. 
| walked into the pantry and almost dropped all of it. The feathers and the runes all lit 
up, and | could read it all now.” 

‘Through the Queen’s communication, her gift of protection has been challenged. Your 
liberation is a journey to renewal and success.’ 

‘Take the ring, acorn, and watch. And RUN.’ | jumped and dropped the other runes | 
was holding. 


Chapter twenty-eight 


Chapter 28 


Raphael 

“Hey, remember when | left after being locked out,” | said. While feverously trying to 
think of where to go. 

Quickly calling Amara in from Mr. Stone and grabbing only what we could carry. Amara, 
Liriel, and | retraced my steps to the fairy ring. 

As we stood before the Fairy ring, | wondered if this was what the ring meant.” Decode 
this and jump into the ring.’ | said, not Knowing anyone else could hear me. 

“Are you still on about that?” she asked. “We got the message, and here we are...” 
With glee in our hearts, we passed through the ring and into the human realm. 


Chapter twenty-nine 


Chapter 29 

Liriel 

We walked right into a building of some sort and collapsed in exhaustion. 

When | awoke, Amara was pulling on Raphael’s Gargoyle form and trying to get him to 
come and see the pretty building with all the colorful glass. 

The sunshine made the room glow. | walked over to Raphael and said, “Well, we made 
it.” But he didn’t move, not even an inch. 

Amara cried herself to sleep while | tried every spell, | Knew but nothing happened. 
Tired and hungry, | pulled what food | had grabbed on the way out the door and 
prepared a small meal for Amara and me. 

| woke Amara and got her to eat a little. | wrapped what was left over and set it aside. 
There are so many benches and a little altar at the very back of the building. 

| circled the building inside and out, looking for the portal back to the Fae realm. 
Finding nothing. | tried to get Raphael to talk to me or move. Do anything at all. My 
magic didn’t feel the same and didn’t seem to help get Raphael to be able to move or 
respond in any way. Was it just not working the same? It does seem weaker... What 
had | done? We jumped into a portal without even knowing how the human realm 
would affect us. 

The sunset was earlier than it had been back home, and that didn’t matter because we 
were tired and scared. | must protect Amara in this strange new world. 


Chapter thirty 


Chapter 30 
Raphel 


The sun was down, and | fell in my human form to the floor of this strange new place. 
Liriel gasped and ran to me, throwing herself on the floor and weeping. 

“| could see and hear you, but | could not change or move, “I said “It must be the 
human world.” 

Liriel raised her head from my chest and said, “That is probably why my magic is not as 
strong.” 

“Amara will be so happy, you're okay. I'll wake her and then we can have some food 
together,” she said as she started to raise. 

“No, let her sleep”. | said as | held Liriel from getting up. 

With so many benches although uncomfortable, we made love again and again. 

As dawn started to show. My motion got slower and harder to move. As the sun’s rays 
struck the beautiful glass windows my body shifted, and | was a gargoyle again. This 
repeated night after night. | came to realize this is my new norm. Making love to Liriel at 
night and watching Amara sleep. Then shifting to my gargoyle during the day. 

The common place for a gargoyle to sit on a roof. An old, deteriorated goth church. | 
watched Amara move her head around and then kept trying to hold her head so she 
could try to watch from the side of her eye, to see if | move on the roof. 

That night... 

| was human and naked as the day | was born. Liriel greeted me in the same way she 
has for the weeks we have been in the human realm. 

Amara shrieked and it was all Liriel, and | could do to get me covered up so that Amara 
wouldn’t see my naked body. 

“Amara. You're awake!” | almost cried. 

“Yes, | am. I’m a big girl and I'll be 7 soon,” she remarked. 

She ran over and we hugged. “Will you be staying, or do you have to go back to the 
roof as your gargoyle?” she inquired. 

“Amara, | must be in my gargoyle form in the daytime. Your mom and | are trying to 
figure out if we can change it so | can be here all the time.” | explained. 

“But | miss you, and this is such a cool place. | want to show you, and we could go for 
walks and stuff.” She begged. 

“Amara, let him go.” Liriel scolded. “You should be in bed. However, I’m thrilled you got 
to see Raphael.” 

| held Amara until she fell back to sleep. Then Liriel and | talked, “Have you been able 
to figure out anything about the runes or what the items mean?” 

“I’m trying but | just can’t figure it out yet. the based on the raven feather, they are 
especially important to working whatever this is out.” She sounded so frustrated. 
Together we placed the items in the order the message stated, and until predawn, | 
worked with her to try and see what it meant. 

“Today, while Amara plays, I’m going to try and read through the information, again, 
that the queen has provided us. she remarked. 


Chapter thirty-one 


Chapter 31 

Lireil 

Looking at the items, | thought , a broken watch with the markings for 10 o’clock, but It 
doesn't have anything else. An acorn that is split. A map that is divided. A decipher ring 
that is broken. Two feathers. Several runes. 

So, if | say that the ring is just to get me to cipher it out, | leave it out. Then when is the 
world divided? 

At times of war, no, because that would be only some of the area. By race or religion, 
thatagain would be only some areas. 

“Oh, stars and stones, | dropped it.” Humm, it landed on two boards on the floor, one 
dark and one light, and it matches perfectly with the divided map. Oh, | think I got it. 
The world is light and dark at the same time on two days every year. 

“The Equinox! “I shouted. 

So, if the map equals the equinox and the ring equals the cipher, then the split acorn 
and the watch mean what? I’m going to have to get some food and think about this. 
“Amara, come back in; we need to go forage for dinner,” | shouted. 

“Do you think we can find some of those mushrooms that taste so good?” Amara asked. 
“Maybe?” | answered, “We'll have to look.” | looked around just enjoying nature. The 
leaves here in this realm are brighter and the dirt is more fragrant. 

There are strange-looking birds that sing the most wonderful melody. The crows and 
Ravens still Caw, but they don’t seem to understand me when | talk. 

“Look over there, Amara there’s a bunny,” | called. Amara crouched down and looked 
into the brush. “Wow! He is so fluffy. Momma, can we keep him?” 

“No, just like the animals in the Fae realm, they have families, and we shouldn't take 
him away.” | said, “Look, over there are some blackberries. I'll pick the high ones; you 
pick the lower ones. Okay?” Amara nodded her head and started picking the berries 
and putting them on a large leaf. When | looked down, her face was covered in juice 
and her mouth was full. “Hey, how will we make dinner if you eat all the berries?” | 
asked. 

“We will have yours. And look, Momma there are some of those mushrooms. “Once 
you pick them bring them over to the spring to wash them. Okay? let me get another 
leaf and you can put them on there.” | responded, “and then I'll pick some lemon grass 
and asparagus from over here by the stream too.” 

| turned around to ask Amara to hurry, and she was standing stock still. “Are you ok?” | 
asked. | slowly moved over next to her and could see why she was frozen in place. 
There was a snake. It had almost passed her, | tried to calm her by saying, “That was a 
great way to pay attention to your surroundings. Good job! Are you ready to move yet?” 
Amara dramatically wrapped her arms around my waist and hid her face behind my 
back. 

“That was scary. Can we go back yet?” she had dropped her berries and forgotten all 
about the mushrooms. 

“As soon as you grab the mushrooms and | grab the cattails, we can go back.” 
“Momma, I’m afraid. Can’t we just go back?” she begged. 

“Well, we could, but we don’t have any supplies to have dinner with, so we would have 
to go hungry,” | explained to her. 

‘There wouldn't be any berries for breakfast and just the dandelion tea.” 

“Ok, | don’t like that tea. On the count of three... 1...... eee 3!” Amara sprang from my 
side and rushed to grab the mushrooms. 


When we returned, Amara was singing one of her made-up songs and carrying some 
berries and mushrooms. 

“That’s a pretty song. Did you make that up?” | knew she had, and still, | wanted her to 
tell me. So, it shocked me when she answered, “No. a lady taught it to me at the pretty 
castle. She kept waving her hands and singing it to me.” she said. 

“Well, now that is something extra special. Please sing it again for me,” | asked. 
“Momma, I’m too tired to sing. May | go lay down?” she whined. 

“Of Course, you can. Leave the berries here so they don’t get swished.” 

| tried to remember what she was singing, but it just didn’t make sense like most little 
children’s made-up songs. 


Chapter thirty-two 


Chapter 32 

Raphael 

High above the top of the church in my gargoyle form, | stand and wait for dusk to 
come. 

| can hear Amara singing, and it’s not her usual song; this one has actual meaning, | 
think. 

Well, listening is one thing | can do from here. What was that song? 

Jump through the ring, and I'll seal the door. Wait for something, something, 
something. Put the nut on the line, say the words, and you'll be free like the little birds. 
Can that be right? | must remember so | can ask Liriel. 

Dusk cannot get here fast enough. 


Chapter thirty-three 


Chapter 33 

Liriel 

“Amara, time to get up. Let’s get ready for dinner. Raphael should be down soon.” | 
shouted, “Amara?” 

She didn’t respond, so | walked around the church and looked for her, and | shouted, 
“Amara?” 

“I’m here, Momma.” She walked in the front door with fish and the fishing pole. 
“Please don't do that again. Let me know before you leave.” | scolded. “Put the fish in 
that bowl over there with the water in it. And come hug me; that was very scary.” 
Amara washed up, Raphael came down in a toga, and | laughed hard. “Where did you 
find that?” | asked. 

“| found it in the rafters over there on that statue.” He pointed at the wood body on the 
wall.” 

“Oh, that makes sense. | think there may be some shrouds in that closet if you want to 
use them. You could take some up to the roof.” | pointed to the room on the other side 
of the altar. 

“Ok,” he said and went into the room and came out with a dusty robe on. 

“Better?” he asked. 

“Sure, | can’t see anything in the outline now,” | Said with raised eyebrows. “Come on, 
Amara caught fish for dinner.” 

Raphael took the fish outside and cleaned them and put them on the sticks we had 
sharpened, then put in over the fire. 

Amara started singing her song again. “Jump through the ring, and I'll seal the door. 
Wait for the sun crosses the celin estial generator, Put the nut on the lei line, say the 
words, and you'll be free like the little birds.” Then she started it again. 

Raphael and | stood shocked as she sang the song 4 more times. Then she asked, “Is 
the fish burning?” 

“OH, MY GODDESS! Did you hear that, Liriel?” he exclaimed. 

“Yes, the fish is burning. Amara, can you help me get the fish off the sticks and onto the 
plates | found in the back?” 

“Yes, Momma.” Amara ran out to the fire and removed the fish. Placing them on the 
plates and returning to the church. 

“Raphael, dinner,” | called. 

“Are you kidding me? | must write this down before | forget it. What can | use to write 
with?” He grabbed the crow feather and used the ash on the floor. To write on the toga. 
“Ok, but your fish will be cold,” | called. | wanted to drag him to dinner with his family. 
“celin estial generator. That can’t be what it is.” He repeated to himself again and 
again... “Oh, this is got to be it; the sun crosses the celestial equator!” | jumped up and 
ran to the area we were eating in. “I’m starving. Cold fish will be just fine.” He finished 
his dinner in just moments. 

After dinner, Amara hung on Raphael while he read her 2 books and helped her sing 
her song from what was written on the toga. Amara went to sleep. 

“Raphael shows me the song you wrote down. Let’s see if we can put it together,” | said. 
Amara fell asleep on her made-up bed in the pew. 


Chapter thirty-four 


Chapter 34 


Raphael 

“Oh, my stones and stars, this song is stuck in my head now. No wonder she just kept 
singing it.” | said. 

| sat repeating and singing. Liriel would blow kisses whenever | made eye contact with 
her. | had to stop singing when she started stripping. 

| followed suit, and we made love for the rest of the night. Just before dawn, | put on my 
robe and went upstairs for my day of watching and waiting. 

| really thought it would be a boring day, but the song just kept going in my head. And 
as | was stuck in the sun waiting for dusk, | think | started hallucinating. Just as the sun 
reached midday. | saw the fairy ring, the landing in the church, the water from the river, 
the nut, and a bright strip running through the land. The watch shows 10 o’clock and 
the equinox. If | could have fallen from the roof, | would have at that moment, believing 
| knew what had to be done, not exactly when. The days seem to be getting shorter, or 
| was hallucinating for a very long time. It is now dusk. 

| strolled into our living quarter, if you can call it that, and right up to Liriel. | soun her 
around and kissed her like I’d never kissed her before. 

“| have figured most of it out. | don’t know when and | don’t know the words, but | know 
the timing, the place, and where to put the nut.” | exclaimed. 

“How?” she said, “Wait, how?” 

“| had that song stuck in my head, and around noon | started hallucinating. | saw the 
fairy ring, the landing in the church, the water from the river, the nut, and a bright strip 
running through the land. The watch shows 10 o’clock and the equinox. All of it in vivid 
color, and according to the song, we must figure out the Equinox Day and what words 
to say, and as the song goes, we will be free.” | said, trying to slow down, but | just 
couldn't. | felt like | might jump right out of my skin. | was so excited. 

Liriel said, “Well good thing Amara fell asleep already. Do you have a robe to put on? 
Or should we just?” she raised her eyebrows. 

| looked down and was very embarrassed that, in my excitement, | forgot to put on any 
kind of clothing. 

We had a peaceful dinner. The excitement of finding a way through the situation made 
me embarrassingly impotent to her wilds. Forcing us to spend the night going over the 
runes and looking for words that would be some sort of spell. “There must be some 
sort of words we have to speak here,” | said. 

| almost fell asleep at the table and would have been stuck there in gargoyle form for 
the day. | gave Amara a kiss on the forehead and Liriel a long passionate kiss, then 
headed back to the roof with my robe on. 


Chapter thirty-five 


Chapter 35 
Liriel 
Well, I’m very disappointed that the night is not passionate, but that kiss can hold me 
for now. 
| put the runes back on the table and blew out the candle. Something was still glowing. 
| turned and looked at the altar, and | could read it clearly as day. Why had | not done 
this before? | knew that they glowed when | was in the pantry. 

Between the toga and the runes and the nut, it all came together to say: ‘I give this 
tribute as a gift of renewal and the strength of liberation.’ 

Putting it all together, | have at 10:00 on the equinox stand and place the nut on the lie 
line and say, ‘I give this tribute as a gift of renewal and the strength of liberation.’ 

Is it really going to be that easy? It can’t be this easy, can it? Now | must figure out 
when the Equinox is. 

Amara and | picked herbs and went through her rune training, and finally, we made a 
dinner of roots and mushrooms. 

At dusk Raphael came down the stairs, thankfully in the robe. Amara ran to him and 
jumped up to have him swing her around. 

| explained what | had found, and when | blew out the candle, he still couldn’t see it. | 
could, and | read it to him twice. 

For the next 3 weeks, we measure the length of daylight, and the trees helped plenty 
with this. 

The night before we believed the equinox was to be, we packed ourselves a little dinner 
and set out to the lei line. 

It took us most of the night to get there, but we arrived in just enough time for Raphael 
to kiss us each before he would have to be a statue again. 
| and Amara spent the day gathering food that we didn’t have back at the church. We 
made a nice lunch and felt the breeze. 

There was a lake, so we had a fish fry and put it in the leaves that we found to protect it 
so we could take some back to our little church. 

We swam in the warm water and dried ourselves on the grass in the sun. when dusk 
came, and Raphael came back to us. We stood on the lei line and waited and counted 
the hours by following the same principles taught in the fae schools. 

Draw a line through bowl stars (furthest from the handle) and extend that line so it hits 
the north “pole” star Polaris. The “sky clock” is a 24-hour clock, not a 12-hour clock like 
the one watch you use. Polaris is the center of the clock, and the hour hand is the line 
you draw from the Big Dipper to Polaris. We waited for the 10 o’clock hour, and then 
we all stood on the lei line. Raphael placed the acorn, and we started the chant. 

We said it three times, and Nothing happened. | got distracted because | could see a 
field mouse wounded on the other side of the line. 

Without thinking, | stepped off the line and went to help the mouse. Amara followed me, 
and then it happened. 

Raphael splint with one half of his full-body gargoyle and the other human, then just as 
| started to run to him, it changed sides back and forth three times. Amara shrieked and 
cried for Raphael, but | was stunned by the stillness, which was good for the mouse. | 
healed the mouse and watched as Raphael switched then again, then fell to the ground, 
lying still. 

Just as | got my wits enough to move, the mouse ran away, and a fully grown acorn 
tree flashed into being. 


The sun rose, and Raphael stayed human. He awoke to both of us hanging on him and 
crying. 

By the tree line stood Phineas looking at his own body and surprised to see the light of 
day. 


KKK 


Raphael’s bravery released him and his brother from the curse that the Unseelie king 
put on all children found left behind in the fae forest. 

The whole family can now experience the human realm without fear of going into the 
light of day. 

The end 


